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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
This is the introduction to my infamous \"blowjob triptych,\" featuring David in every pairing N've created. 


It was a passing remark of Willie's which began the flood of recollection, the bastard. He was reminiscing about 
a former girlfriend, from back in the days of limping from gig to gig, starving and depending upon the kindness 


of acquaintance and avarice. 

"You remember Charlotte, don't you Dave? She took a shine to you, | know. But then again, who didn't?" 
David crossed his eyes and stuck out his tongue, which he generally did whenever someone made a remark 
about his looks, attempting to get out from under the burden of beauty. But the women were all a blur to 


him, mostly. 


Which is not to say he couldn't remember his lovers all too well. 


(Roger) 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter takes place in February ITT. 


It was a very late night in a very rumpled hotel room bed. Roger and David were enormously excited to finally 
bed one another far from home, safe in anonymity and blind with lust. Their encounters since the Christmas 
party had been few and far too fleeting: groping in the back of the van as they drove the length of England 
for the new year's gigs, or locked in the lavatory at the venues. Even so, the frustration seemed to add to 


the spice of their desire. 


"Four days," David whispered throatily as he pinned Roger to the wall in the loo at Twickenham, "four days till 
you're my slut, sweet thing." 


Roger was so aroused he forgot to be sarcastic. "Oh God | can't wait to be in bed with you again" He sucked 
on David's lower lip and moaned softly in his throat. 


"You could have been already, Rog." 
‘Its too risky," Roger whispered. 


David wanted to shake him with frustration. In as much as Roger seemed to desire him equally, he 


concurrently held himself back from showing his feelings with the ease which seemed second nature to David. 


They continued to kiss and run their hands all over one another. Roger let out another moan right in David's 


ear as his lover undid his jeans and stroked his cock 

"Suck me off," he begged, breathy and desperate. 

"Mmm, much as | love to suck your cock, you're going to have to learn to reciprocate, lad" 
Roger pulled back, looking confused. "But I've never -" 

"Yes, | know. So you'll have to learn, won't you?" 

Roger grimaced slightly, and blushed. "I s‘pose.” 


David held Roger's face, ran his thumbs along exquisite cheekbones and lush lips. "The things | can do to you if 


I'm properly pleased, you've no idea, darling." 


Roger's eyes widened and he leaned in to rip at his lover's mouth yet again 
"Alright you prat, teach me how to tongue you proper, but not right now!" 


David got down on his knees and pulled Roger's clothing away, smiling as he ran his tongue all the way from 


the tip of the glans to the bottom of the sac, achingly slow. 

"You'd better enjoy this, lad, because it may be the last time for a while." 

Roger didn't answer aloud, but as he put his hands in David's hair and gasped as a warm mouth engulfed his 
prick he believed that he could learn anything as long as it kept his lover doing oh my god that, yes, dont stop 


you slut as David's mouth gave Roger the most exquisite feeling he'd ever had: something between intense 
pleasure and blinding oblivion 


The room was almost completely dark, the curtains parted just slightly to allow for some ambient light to 
enter. The bedclothes and pillows were scattered around the floor, only two panting young bodies upon the 
sheeted mattress, one pinning the other down as he kissed and licked and sucked at various limbs. The other 
moaned breathy and low, pulling at hair, running taunt fingers along skin 

David put two fingers together and brushed them against Roger's lips. 

"Let's see how you suck, sweet thing.’ 

Roger opened his mouth and David put his fingers on Roger's tongue. 

"Okay, hold on to my hand and do it like | showed you." 

Roger began to suck on David's fingers, moving them in and out of his mouth slowly. 


"Mmm, a little bit more suction, but not too hard." 


Roger repeated the action, and it still felt awkward but David could tell he was genuinely trying to get the hang 


of it. His saucer eyes sought assurance from his lover. 
"Better. Keep doing it like that." 


Roger closed his eyes and improved with repetition, the sensation of his tongue against David's skin going 


straight to his prick, in a few moments he was achingly erect. 
"Are you ready to try, hmm?" 


"Alright, but listen, don't make me, well -" 


"What?" 
"Y'know. Don't make me do that the first time." 
"Do you remember the very first time?" 


Roger sighed, running his hands through David's hair. "Of course | do. It was rather a memorable Christmas, 


wasn't it?" 


"And when | gave you head then, what did | do?" David leaned in and kissed Roger's neck, moving down to graze 


his teeth across the collarbone. 

Roger sighed again, realizing he couldn't squirm out of David's line of questioning. "You swallowed." 

"That's right." David put his mouth against Roger's ear. "I swallowed every drop of jizz, and why? Because | 
wanted to, wanted to please you. And | do it every time because | want every bit of you, you taste so fucking 
good" 

Roger groaned. "Fuckin hell, you're such a dirty slut" 

They kissed again, hungrily intense. 

"And you like that, don't you?" 


"You bloody well know it." 


"Don't you think I'd like a dirty boy as well, eh? What's holding you back, Georgie? Besides not knowing what to 


do?" 

"Dunno. Sometimes | can't wrap my mind around this, | s'pose." 

Never wanted to, except with you. 

"ll take you anyway | can get you, you know that, lad. But it's not much fun if you're selfish.” 

"l'Il be good, Dave," Roger whispered, trying his best to be contrite. Realizing he had finally attained a goal he 
had considered nigh impossible over the course of the previous year, he honestly did not want to ruin things 
by being squeamish. 

‘Of course you will.. look who's teaching you." 


"Prat" 


"This prat is the best fuck you've ever had, remember that: 
"Oh | do, Dave, believe me | do." 
Come get me, boy. 


They got up from the bed and David sat in the room's only chair, perched on the edge of the seat to make it 
easier for Roger, given their difference in height. Roger got down on his knees in front of David and began by 
licking from the base to the tip, then slowly sucked on the glans and David threw back his head with a 


surprised groan. 

"Didn't know it could be so hard," Roger whispered, the warmth of his breath making David shiver. 
"Could cut a diamond with this, lad." 

"Certainly feels like it when you're inside." 


David chuckled and Roger loved the sound of his bemused arousal. Roger's eyes had adjusted to the darkness 
and he could see David well enough, see that smile which utterly beguiled him no matter how much he 
attempted to resist. He could admit to himself that he was largely selfish, enjoyed the game of keeping David 
at arm's length which spurred him to further seduction - felt so very special as the target of that seduction 
- but he also knew how easily his lover became bored with mere sex, even as he appeared to need it. As far 
as Roger could recall, David never had occasion to spend the night alone, even to sleep, possessing some kind of 
instinctual need for a warm body beside him. Roger took a breath, swallowed, and then devoted himself to the 
task. David wove his hands into thick shining hair and sighed contently. Roger was slow but thorough, and David 
groaned loudly as he enthusiastically licked every inch, the tip of his tongue probing the slit just as David had 
done to him. It was easier now, to do the things he remembered being done to him, wondering if he made David 
feel anywhere near as delirious; he had never realized what passion truly was, beyond adolescent fumbling 
which had matured into a certain familiar comfort, to know that affection was abiding and sympathy ever 
bestowed. But this, this was beyond every thrill and terror and joy and sorrow. The ache and ardor, his heart 
pounding at the oddest moments: staring across the stage, in the midst of a groove, to see that sly smile. The 
smile which told him / know what you want, and Im going fo give it to you 


David realized that Roger would probably never be skilled, he was far too impatient for such nuances. But 
David had gotten him to bend, and if anything defined their relationship beyond the blinding passion which was a 
kind of long-term temporary insanity, it was the equally overpowering desire for each to master the other, to 
push each other to a precipice never realized in any other situation The thought of what lay ahead made him 
groan again and offload into that obedient - for the moment - mouth. To his credit, Roger did not panic, he 


swallowed even as he grimaced once finished, wiping his mouth. 


"Wasn't so bad, was it?" 


"| did alright, then?" 

"Well the proof is in the pudding, isn't it?" 

They began giggling, the pun altogether adolescent but still hilarious. 
Roger stood up and took David's hands into his own 

"C'mon then, we've so much more to do, lover." 

‘Mmmm, aren't you an insatiable thing?" 


“That's two of us, I'd say," Roger quipped, his index finger tracing David's cock, which was hardening even as 


he'd just come. "You're ready to please as you've been pleased?" 
‘lm ready to nail you to the floor, sweet thing.” 


Roger pulled David back onto the bed, laughing. "Hammer on, boy, lets make a racket" 


(James) 


Author's Notes: 

The pairing in this chapter is David with James Guthrie, Pink Floyd\'s engineer/producer since 1918. This 
chapter takes place in 1919. 

For some visual aids you can go here: 

http://pisceanblue livejournal com/4901 

Special thanks to siko_k and klaudyna for their encouragement in sharing this pairing with fandom at large. 


James entered his room in the dormitory at Super Bear, dragging a heavy heart in frustration after the 
unexpected events of the day, only to find the object of that frustration lying upon the bed, hands clasped 
behind his head, a self-satisfied smirk pursing his lips. 


"| suppose | should be thankful that you're so devoted to your work, dear boy, but! can honestly say | have 
waited far too long for this." 


James walked towards him and David sat up and pulled him onto the bed, where they immediately tangled 
together: arms and legs and mouths seeking fusion with the other. 


"Tell me what you want," James whispered between kisses which were more like the devouring of two people 


who were finally receiving sustenance after nearly starving. "Whatever it is. Anything." 
“That's a very serious word, lad. Shall | show you want ‘anything,’ means?" 


"Anything," James said, with a brazen emphasis he had no idea he'd even possessed until that moment. 


"Everything." 
"Have a care, James, lest you find yourself in something you never meant to enter into." 


A pair of achingly sincere brown eyes stared into the most beautiful blue eyes he'd ever seen. A voice thick 


with longing and adoration spoke quietly but firmly. 


| want you." He kept saying it, as they continued to kiss, then James got up, locked the door and took off his 


clothes. David was surprised to see him so decisive, he had underestimated the depth of James' emotions. 


"Have you ever done this?" David asked, sitting up and removing his shirt. He undid the buttons on his jeans 


but left them on. 


"With a man, you mean?" James got back onto the bed in the space between David and the wall 


"Yes." 

"No, never." It was now his turn to lay there much as David had, but his portrayed an interesting contrast 
between his normal sweet-faced demeanor and the fact that he was displaying a full erection without any 
trace of self-consciousness. 


"Then why are you so certain you want to do it now?" 


As if | could possibly fell you the real reason "Because | want you. I've done nothing but think of it every night 


since we met." 
"I'd noticed." 
"Then I'm confused by your skepticism." 


"IFs just that in my experience people often say things they don't truly mean, in order to obtain what they 
believe they want, only to discover that they didn't truly want it, or not nearly as much as they thought" 


James ran a hand along David's bare arm. "| don't know what else to say other than to test me: tell me what 


you want and I'll do it. Whatever it is.” 

"Consider this your first lesson," David said, shedding the rest of his clothes and pushing James upwards on 
the bed until he was up on his elbows, head and shoulders against the wall. "You'll learn a very important skill 
by example." 

Goma school me, sweetheart? 


James smiled, but he was blushing, a stain against the preponderance of his pale flesh. 


"Such a lovely cock," David enthused in a flirtatious way as he positioned himself between James’ thighs, 
pushing them as far apart as they would go and still keep his feet upon the mattress. "Ever been told?" 


"No. Do women really notice that sort of thing?" 


"They notice everything though they'll often tell you very little. They're secretive creatures. So therefore in 
this you must be the opposite and tell me absolutely everything." 


"Yes sir." 
"Oh and you know exactly what you're doing, don't you, with that sweet obedience, hmm?" 


They were working on the first Brick, and it was difficult considering how much sonic ambience Roger wanted in the 


track, but so much space in the music. David had been trying line after line only to have Roger reject them all for 


being "too busy." Hs patience was wearing thin and it wasn't even noon 

‘Keep that last one," he instructed James, ‘and lets go again" 

He looked up when he heard no response and Roger was standing right over their engineer in the midst of a 
harangue. David frowned 

‘Are you listening to me, boy?" he snapped. 

James reached over and switched on the talkback mic. 

"- the schoolmaster will come in before the children, James -" Roger was saying 

‘Just finding you a track, sir, one moment," James replied without looking at David Roger rolled his eyes at the 
response, 

‘Rog, the kid can only do one thing at a time." 

‘ts all of a piece," Roger snapped, "and he's not your personal property." 

David smirked to himself. Not yet. 

‘Ready now," James said, looking up. David stared at him for a moment, watching his eyes widen slightly at the 
scrutiny, then fluttering in discomfort, and David imagined he thought that the other knew what associations he 
would have when he used the term. He began to play, and Roger sneered, walking out of sight, but James was 
absolutely stil, ready to obey and to adore. 


"Painfully obvious, then?" 

"It is now a requirement of your employ.” 

They kissed again, David pulled James into his arms for a moment, clutching him tightly. 

"Never wanted to?" David asked. "Till now?" 

"Till you," James replied, whispering, as if he realized the gravity of his admission 

"Because | will break you, boy. And once | do then it's too late to change your mind." 

James fell back on the bed, his hair a dark halo upon the pillow, eyes wide with challenge and desire 

"Do it. If you don't take me now | think | might die." 

David let out a breath of arousal. Christ, this boy was so sweet, so willing. No having to coax forth admissions 
of affection, no endless feints of longing disquised as sarcasm, only the utterly naked confession of someone 
who desired him from the outset. And didn't he need that, given how utterly rotten his relationship with Roger 
had become. Had to have it, lest he lose his mind. 


"Watch me now," David instructed. "Pay attention to what I'm doing." 


He began running his tongue along James’ cock and took pleasure in the deep gasp his pupil let out, his body 
shuddering. 


"What? Never had it done?" 
"Not like that!" was the breathy exclamation. 


"You poor thing, sounds as though you've been quite deprived. Now focus, boy, | shant give too many examples 


before | expect you to show me what you've learned, hmm?" 

"Yes sir." 

Do or de, lad, we are going to have such fun, you and | 

David tongued with expert attention to detail, every inch was tasted, and every potentially sensitive spot 
exploited for arousal. The way in which James' face contorted as he fought the urge to collapse in the face of 
such seduction looked painful to David's reckoning. But he had to admire the boy's fortitude, it appeared he 
truly wanted to obey, was not merely paying lip service to the tenants of attraction. After he discerned that 
he had tortured James enough, he pulled away, sitting against the wall and smiling at the way the boy seemed 
to melt into the bed: flushed, sweating, panting, and fully erect. 

"Think you can do that to me?" 


"| will" The words were barely above a breath, the heady scent of James’ arousal was irresistible to David, he 


moved to lay on the bed beside him, his tongue brushing a bead of sweat upon his temple. 
"And when | say ‘suck my cock' what do you do?" 

"| say ‘yes sir' and | do it” 

"No, you get down on your knees and thank me for the privilege, and then you do it" 
James smiled, but it was with joyful agreement rather than sardonic response. 

"| will, sir." 


David stood up, went to lean against the wall across from the bed. "Come here," he said, as if calling a dog. 


James came to him, their eyes locked. 
“Suck my cock." 


James got down on his knees and whispered thank you then carefully took the extremity in question into his 
mouth, attempting to emulate what he had just experienced. His tongue fluttering around the shaft was 
perhaps a tad foo rapid, it was like being fellated by a hummingbird. But David forgave James' nervousness and 
felt himself build towards orgasm nonetheless. To watch that shining dark head move in the most reverent 


way, as if this act were a holy sacrament, it was altogether too much, he never known such intensity. He 


pulled his cock out and the boy stared up at him, startled. 
"Did | -" 


"Shut your eyes and open your mouth," David commanded, and began to masturbate without delicacy, his hand 
sliding across the fluids already coating the shaft. Less than a dozen strokes had him shooting right into 
James’ face, streaks of semen hitting his cheeks and his forehead, one fell across his lower lip and he 
instinctively licked at it which made David want to push him to the floor and fuck him hard. But that would 
have to wait, it wouldn't do to break the boy all at once. Although David would never consciously admit it, he 
now knew what he was dealing with, and ready to ensure the bond they developed was one which could not be 
broken by any means. He sagged against the wall, cupping his hand around his glans to milk the last drops. He 
slid down until he was seated on the floor, James was obediently still, his eyes remained closed. 


"You can open your eyes now," David said, his voice a post-coital rasp. 


Those big brown eyes, they fluttered open and appeared unsure. David smiled and held out his sticky palm. 
James licked it without question and David ran his fingers along a few drops which had landed in his hair. 


"You'll be wanting a bath, lad." 
"We could have one together," James said, smiling. 


"Oh aren't you romantic. No, | can't stay, lover. It wouldn't do to have the others see me here next morning, 


hmm?" 
James looked down, swallowing nervously. "No, of course not" 


"But don't worry, we'll have another lesson soon enough.’ He ran his index finger along one of the smears, then 
put it into James’ mouth. 


"Some never get used to the taste, some can't get enough. But you're going to be a good boy and swallow it 


down either way, aren't you?" 


He pulled his finger out and James licked his lips. "Yes sir." 


Yet another late night, in yet another club, absolutely wired and unconsciously tapping his feet to the 
infectious beat of "Good Times." It was times like these James actually wished he could dance, because it did 
look like fun. And it was something to do, when the music and the atmosphere encouraged physicality and all he 
could do was sit alongside his beloved as David flirted with half the female population of Nice and leered at 
James occasionally, knocking back shots of whisky or tequila, face flushed and smiling. 


Good times! These are the good times! 


David suddenly reached over and grabbed his ass, and James gasped, then they both giggled: half-drunk, half- 


high and fully aroused. David drummed his fingers along with Nile Rogers’ sinuous riff. 

Leave your cares behind! 

"Fuck it all, | like this one." David proclaimed loudly. 

"Chic," James yelled back. "They're the best of it" 

"Is that your professional opinion, Mr. Guthrie?" 

James raised his glass and attempted gravitas. "That is my opinion as an acclaimed producer, yes." 
Our new state of mind! 


Then they both cracked up. David pushed at James’ shoulder, as James put his head between his arms, 


completely overcome. David then leaned in and whispered in his ear. 

"C'mon Whiz Kid, | require your professional assistance." 

James looked up, curious, but unquestioning. David stood up and pulled at his arm. 
"Let's go, lad. There's a lot one can get away with in here, but not everything" 

A sliver of common sense somehow surfaced in James’ brain. "David, we shouldn't -" 


"Boy, nobody gives a fuck." His grip tightened on the other's arm. "What happened to that sweet thing who said 
he'd do anything, hmm? Everything. ‘You've only to ask, he says, ‘and I'll do it! What happened to my James?" 


James grabbed David by the shoulders. "Hush before people begin paying attention C'mon then" He began 
moving in the direction of the bathrooms located in the back of the building, accessed by a long and dark 
corridor, full of people doing things which apparently couldn't wait for discretion's sake. The lavatory itself was 
crowded with bodies and every stall was occupied, of course. The only available light was courtesy of blue neon 
bulbs, which lent a very strange cast to everything indeed. But David was right, they wouldn't be noticed as 
there were already so many doing the same things they themselves came to accomplish. A discotheque really 


was the best place for two men to act even obliquely sexual with one another in complete disinterested 


anonymity. 


They found a very tight corner between the outer wall and the row of stalls, David shoving James into the 
space. They kissed for a few minutes, then David took a vial and tipped it sideways, bringing a small amount of 
powder out onto his crooked pinky. He grabbed James by the hair and brought his head down, then James 
obediently snorted the cocaine off David's finger and titled his head back, sniffing deeply and pinching his nose. 


David repeated the first action but James shook his head. 


"That's enough," he said, continuing to sniff and swallow. He gasped at the burn in the back of his throat and 


his sinuses. 


David snorted it up himself, then one more time. He put the vial away and pressed himself against his lover, 


putting his hands into James’ hair and pulling it taunt. 
"So where's my James?" he whispered tauntingly. 
Everything was crystalline. Despite being in the literal bowels of the club James could hear the music 


perfectly; in fact, it was a song he knew very well. He smirked at his own private joke and his eyes widened as 


his body rode the rush. 

"He's right here. Anytime, anywhere, anything.’ 

David grinned broadly. "Yes, that's my boy, all right. Welcome back." 

James pulled him close in a ravenous kiss. They groped one another without concern for voyeurs, grabbing 


each other in various places. At one point James put his hands on David's ass and ground up against him, they 


both moaned to feel the erection of the other. 
"Mmm, is that for me?" James whispered. 
"It is," David said, "and you'll have it right now." 


David pushed James to his knees with one hand, undoing his fly with the other. James wedged himself into the 
corner, murmured two words, then opened his mouth and closed his eyes. David put his hand on James' 
forehead and slid his cock into that warm waiting cavity, a soft groan issuing forth. 


"You know what that means now, don't you boy? That when you say anytime, anywhere, anything l'll hold you to 
it 


James moaned in his throat, all he could do as his mouth was full. It had taken more than a few tries for him 
to learn how to relax his jaw so that David could fuck his mouth the way he wanted to - a steady rhythm of 
back and forth - to keep his mouth a certain shape and his teeth withdrawn. And to remember to breathe 
when the hot fluid hit the back of his throat and the nails dug into his scalp and his nose was clogged with the 
scent of his beloved as David fell against him, redolent of sweat and semen and faint traces of other things 


like soap and smoke. 
breathe breathe breathe 


Sometimes the blow made him panicked, thinking he might actually choke and David wouldn't notice, so caught 


up in his own needs. His heart would race and his body would tense, knees aching, back cramping. But he would 
try to focus on other things, such as doing the only thing he truly wanted to do: please his beloved, live up to 
that desire which David seemed to display whenever he said my James An implication of possession. 

Oh Im yours. More than you know. 

‘Christ boy, be still, I'm going to -" 

swallow swallow swallow 

His arms above his head, David leaned into James’ kneeling form, his hips jerking with the force of ejaculation 
James was frozen, only his throat moved, larynx bobbing. David looked down and smiled, sliding his cock slowly 
across a sticky tongue. He wiped himself quickly with a handkerchief then straightened his clothing. James 
stood up slowly, stretching his legs, rubbing the small of his back, brushing off his knees. 

"My James, such an exquisite cocksucker." 


Have | ever told you what an exquisite cocksucker you are, Dave? 


"Had the best teacher, didn't |?" James asked rhetorically and his answer was a kiss from his beloved mentor. 


(Syd) 


Author's Notes: 
Although it would be more historically accurate to say this chapter occurs in 1965, in my Floydian universe it 
takes place in 19bb. 


He was a slight anomaly in his family, the culmination of a certain genetic predisposition towards what could be 
considered perfection. His father, if asked, could have provided a thorough explanation of the phenomenon, of 


course, but David wasn't concerned with the how or why so much as the what. 


As in, what could be accomplished by what the consensus would surely term an incredibly attractive person. It 
was possible, if he was willing to make the effort, to manipulate the unconscious desires of nearly everyone he 


ever knew, of either sex. And it was difficult not to become cynical in the face of such knowledge. 


He prided himself on refusing to resort to such measures unless absolutely required, or if he found himself in 


a situation where it seemed the only thing to do. 


But the first time he found himself actually desiring to give pleasure as much as he wanted to receive it was 


during a night of merrymaking with one of his best mates. The utterly original Syd. 


It was a gathering at David's flat which quickly grew five times larger than originally planned, and at least half 
of those attendees were birds on the prowl for the host, or one of his mates. David had a number of close 


friends who enjoyed that particular perk of his acquaintance. 
"So who's it gonna be, then, Dave?" Syd teased as they shared a joint, sitting in a corner of the parlour. 
"Dunno, Syd. It's too early to decide." 


"Coo-eyl" Syd rejoined and David looked at him. Syd really did have incredibly expressive eyes, he realized. Or 
perhaps the hour was late and the smoke was making him consider things a little too seriously. David truly 
believed Syd was beautiful, always had ever since they'd first met at college. By then he was used to being 
considered as such, but had never thought of anyone else in that way, until Clive had called him over one day 


at lunch to meet this boy with wide eyes and an infectious giggle. 


When Syd looked at you, you could feel it: a weight of expectation or curiosity or sometimes just plain 
affection. And yet, there was something weightless about him, as if he might float away at any moment, 
something otherworldy. But he said the same of his friend. 


"You remind me a faun," he told David one day, watching him get ready for a gig. David felt himself blushing, 


and yet the occurrence was commonplace, but less so in the words of his elfin friend. 


"What kind of fairy creature are you, | wonder?" David mused, with a smirk. He suddenly became self- 


conscious, turning away from the mirror and the appreciative gaze of the other. 


Back in the moment they resided in a pleasant bubble of languid ease. Syd brushed his fingers against David's 


knee. 

"Let's go outside," he said, a smile forming on his full lips. David gave Syd one of his own. 

"Yes, let's." 

They went down the stairs, out the door and crossed the road to where the track leading to the Meadow 
began, leading through a grove of trees. They sat down in the damp grass, leaning against one of the large 
oaks. Looking over their shoulders they could see the lights on in David's second-floor flat, music and 
conversation coming through the windows. Syd took another reefer out of his pocket, David handed him a 
matchbook. Once he lit it and took a couple hits, he swiveled David's head towards his and gave him a blowback, 
smoke exhaled gently into his mouth. David puffed his cheeks, holding it in as long as he could, until he finally 
gasped for air. Syd giggled at him then did it again, but this time it resembled a kiss, their mouths fully upon 
one another. They were silent for a time after that, the air in front of them smoky and misty from their 
exhalations. 

"D'ya think they'll miss you?" Syd asked. 

"The birds? | s'pose." 

"So who's it gonna be?" 

"Why don't you stay?" David asked, smirking. 


"Be rather suspicious, don't you think?" Syd answered, with a certain coy humor. 


"Nah," David said, taking the joint from him for another inhale. "We'll just tell ‘em we've got to rehearse for 


the grand tour." 
Syd chortled, then turned serious. "Do you really want me to come with?" 


"Yes!" David exclaimed, a look of disbelief crossing his features. "You're not going to get squirmy on me again, 


are you? You promised!" 
"No, I'm coming. It's just that sometimes | don't think you're real. Like if | looked away and back you'd be gone." 


David prodded Syd with an outstretched finger. "I'm real as, you're the one who's like a dandelion seed, if | blew 


on you who knows where you'd end up?" 


They started giggling again, their heads touching. 

"Stay," David whispered. "Please." 

"And what will we do, Dave, once everyone's gone?" 

"Whatever you'd like." 

"You've got designs on me, lad, haven't you?" 

David grinned. The rules of the game had been established to make Syd coy and David brash, but the truth of 
it was that they were equally curious and eager to discover what it was like, to take one's infatuation further 
than mere admiration. He put his face into Syd's curls, breathing in his warmth. 


"| do. Lovely designs." 


Syd moved away slightly, opening his mouth. David took a drag then leaned in and slowly exhaled the smoke into 
Syd's mouth until they forgot the task and kissed, tongues mingling. 


Let's clear everyone off," Syd whispered after a time. "I've brought something fun" 

"Have you? By all means then, dear." 

No more games for the evening, as soon as the flat was empty Syd put on a blues record and shed his 
clothes, David was immediately covetous of that sweet lankiness, those bones covered with the loveliest warm 
silk. He eagerly followed suit and lay beside his friend on his bed, the two of them acquainting themselves with 


the fascinating geometry of the other. 


"Will we do this when we're away?" Syd asked, running his fingers across David's chest in a sort of slow, 


dreamy motion. 
"We'll do whatever you like. Sigoing to be a top holiday." 


They kissed more seriously, first tentative then passionate, their mouths wide with the heady sensation of 
actual intimacy. 


"You're so lovely," David whispered. "Want to nibble at you like a sweet." 


Syd giggled. “Silly thing, youre the belle of Cambridge, aren't you? People fainting in the street when you pass 
by and such." 


David grinned and tugged at Sya's curls teasingly. "Hush, you prat 


"Strue, though. Your name is whispered in reverence ‘round town. Its quite a thing to find oneself in the arms 


of a demigod" 
"You're the one deserves all that, not me. If they can't see it, then they can get stuffed" 
"How ‘bout you, hmm? Want to get stuffed?" 

David grinned, then giggled, eyes fluttering, "Gonna school me, sweetheart?" 


Syd quirked an eyebrow as he moved lower in the bed, spreading David's legs and coming to rest between 


them. "You've never?" he asked, a teasing lick placed upon David's cock. 
David giggled again, shaking his head. "No, I've never." 


"Never did it? Never had it done?" Syd placed a gentle kiss upon the very top of the glans, then ran his tongue 
along the edge, and David fell back with a groan. 


"No, never," he replied, suddenly breathless. "Been asked, but never wanted to." 

"Hmm, | bet there's an enormous queue for that," Syd quipped, this time running his tongue completely along 
the length and breathing heavily. David groaned again, it was the most incredible sensation of hot and cold all at 
the same time. 

"As long as you're at the head that's all | need, sweet thing." 

‘It appears | am." Syd tilted his head to take it in completely, sliding his tongue against smooth skin and taunt 
muscle. David tasted much the same as anyone else but there was something uniquely himself, a certain 
flavour like bread, or brown ale. And the way he smelled, Syd imagined the best way to wake up would be with 
his face buried in David's hair, the scent of his body clinging to Syd's skin the rest of the day. 

"Ah Christ!" David exclaimed, his body tightening. "Take it easy kid, or l'm liable to spurt.” 

"But that's the point, you know.’ 

David sat up, a look of surprise creasing his features. "You mean in your mouth?" 

‘Mmm hmm," Syd responded, bowing his head to suck once more. 


"Won't take much, then," David said, falling back again and grabbing the sides of the mattress. 


"But first," Syd announced, getting up from the bed and picking up his trousers from the floor. "This will make 


it even better." 

He extracted a small brown bottle from one of the pockets which was about half-full of liquid. 

"Which kind is that?" David asked. "The last trip | took was on the Lightning Bug, and | spent all night just 
staring at me hands, like | couldn't move. Wasn't as interesting as the first, when we all sat around and 
thought we could remember being in the womb." 


"Really? Was | there?" 


David frowned. "I don't remember that. | do remember feeling like | understood everything, but of course by 


the next day it was all gone again 


Syd returned to the bed, sitting cross-legged with the bottle cradled in one palm. "It's sad, isn't it? How it 


never lasts." 
"| don't think it's supposed to, lad. That's why they call it a ‘trip! You go away, and then you come back." 
Syd sighed, fluffing his hair. "This kind makes everything rather sparkly, like looking through a kaleidoscope." 


He opened the bottle and placed a few drops upon his tongue from the dispenser, then handed it to David, who 
carefully shook off the excess liquid then licked the residue remaining. 


"What manner of psychonaut are you?" Syd teased. 
David grinned. "The most conservative kind. Don't wanna be out of my head for this." 


"You won't be, | promise." 


"Yeah, that's what you said the last time and what did we do? Wandered around in that bloody field for three 
hours in the rain Lucky we didn't catch the croup!" 


"Where's your sense of adventure, Dave?" 

"You'll see," David said, making sure the bottle was sealed, placing it on the bedside table. He then pulled on 
Syd's arm until they were recumbent again, skin to skin and mouth to mouth. "I'll be going somewhere I've 
never been before, to the wilds of Darkest Syd." 

They both giggled uncontrollably at that, their foreheads pressed together. 


"Brought your helmet, did you?" Syd quipped, rubbing his thumb across the head of David's cock. 


"Indeed. But let me try it, lad, hmm? Let's see how long you can stand it" 


Syd turned onto his back, spreading his legs and giving David an utterly seductive smile, one hand resting on his 


knee and the other on his chest. "Come get me, boy." 


David positioned himself and kissed each thigh with deep affection. "So soft," he murmured, rubbing his cheek 
against the skin. 


Syd put his hands behind his head and murmured mmmm. His smile was entirely smug, but even so he was 


indescribably twee. 
How does he do that? Look so perfect every moment? 


More kisses, lightly placed upon the scrotum and moving upwards along the shaft. When David reached the 
head he suddenly opened his mouth wide and engulfed it fully, trying not to choke himself when he realized how 
full his mouth had become. Syd wasn't helping matters as he squirmed and jerked in surprise. David smacked 
his chest and Syd forced himself to be still, though the feeling of that beautiful mouth actually sucking his cock 
was amazing. And to watch him do it, if everyone could know whom David Gilmour really wanted, wouldn't that 


be a thing to brag about? 

His pride swelled along with his erection and it didn't matter that he was getting nicked by an incisor, or that 
David's tongue felt rough in spots, or that the rhythm was off. He had captured the boy everyone wanted, he 
was desired in turn, and there was nothing which could ruin this moment of triumph. 

The chemical worked its' specific alchemy upon the two, as colors changed and deepened, and the light 
refracted into hundreds of diamond droplets. When Syd looked at David he had a kind of purple halo around his 
head. When David looked at Syd his face was gleaming gold. They each thought the other purely mythical and 
yet wholly tangible, the taste and the smell of heated flesh and pheromones in overdrive erasing other senses, 
their cries seemed to sound from miles away, the faintest of echoes. When Syd finally ejaculated David drank 
the bitter ambrosia with deep gratitude. 

Put your hands on me, those golden hands of delight. 

Syd pulled the cherub into his arms. 

Hl crush your wings if | hold you, but | cannot resist the proof that you've blessed me. 

David kissed the deity, and marveled that his lips were so warm for a living icon 


Syd ran his tongue inside the cherub's mouth, it was again that flavour of earthy sustenance. 


David had stopped desiring to breathe, only wishing to swallow the deity whole, to bear the burden of 


perfection inside his own less-than-perfect form. 


Syd waited for those wings to beat and bear them heavenward, but then became enraptured by the sound of 


the cherub's breathing, a sound of ultimate and absolute peace. 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
The last part of the \"blowjob triptych." 


The moment of release, it was always the same, no matter who brought it about. What happened before, and 
after, those were the points of difference, lending a hazy sheen of erotic giddiness and bittersweet longing to 
the situation. 


Wanted them, wanted them all. And each had brought with them a completely new experience, even as the 
particulars were always the same. To please, to be pleased, to be ruled by his lust and to rule in turn by the 


imperative of sex and power and the ever-flowing river of desire, dark and deep and wild with possibility. 


What had he learned? Lessons useful and useless in their turn, lessons which were pleasurable or painful, 


depending upon the context. 


His face, that was an accident of genetics, or a divine gift, depending upon how one viewed it. His mind, and his 
will, those were formed over time by experience and information, and were far more valuable than the 
physicality which often mystified and repulsed him. But he prized the memories of his conquests, each like 
glittering jewels which broadcast to the most primordial instincts of human cupidity. 


Syds skin like raw silk, and those curls framing the perfection of his face, wide-eyed and chiseled, his voice soft 
when thoughtful or ecstatic, his playful irreverence, his sense of merely visiting among the Earthlings and being 
amused by their antics, the creativity he displayed as easy as breathing Hs curiosity manifesting itself as a crush 
which was eventually subsumed as the world sucked him dry, leaving a husk with haunted eyes 


Roger's saucer gaze, eyes like a dusky sky, pouty lush lps aching to be kissed, exquisite bones David longed to grind 
fo dust with the force of his desire, fingers which could pry the most reluctant of admissions from his body, all he 
had to do was touch David's skin and it was as if the world was suddenly aflame and they lay in the center of the 
conflagration, melting together for all time like lava which then cools to brittle glass. Hs obsession with all the 
differences between them, and his desire to dominate his lover even as he could not understand him, seeking to 


destroy that which cannot be mastered 
James’ precious smile, his absolute intensity for David's affection and regard, the color of his eyes lke something 
delicious, his sweet face as it achieved the release only David could give him, the indulgent tone of his teasing, the 


worship of his assistance in every endeavor. Hs love: by turns unconditional, reluctant, and ultimately eternal 


Treasured it all, even as it had all gone wrong. But knowledge was not without price, so said wiser men than he. 


